BELISARIUS                                                     ACT iv

(This will ferment that stale old soul of yours
More than a Lenten sermon) how in vain
The wicked lay tip goods corruptible!
For what is left him, now his lady wife
Has shut herself and all her property
Safe in a convent, save a tattered coat
That hardly leaves him decent ?    Look at him.
Gulp down the moral, it's digestible
If sour in the mouth.

SLAVE.                                  Sir, shall we go ?

Is not your business pressing ?

DEMETRIUS,                                       If it is

I'll keep it waiting while I sympathize
With one I knew in happier auspices.
Come, Belisarius, no word to say
To one who risks his precious reputation
To be seen chatting with you ?

BELISARIUS.                                      Am I used

To bandy words with men that I despise ?

DEMETRIUS. So you despise me ?

BELISARIUS.                                 Always, as you know;

And never more than now.
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